PIXEL FACE 


For my seventh birthday | asked my dad to steal us a bike Not any old 
model, mind, but the Boomerang M ountain 509. M ustard-cloud finish, all 
the trimmings. T he forty-seven J apanese gears, the bolstered Californian 
frame, the Great British air tyres. Fractal steering. 

‘| can't locate that shit,’ he says. 'H ow about a new computer? 

| tell him I've got two already and if he doesn't deliver the bike, I'm 
telling the cops about him. 

‘Give M elvin what he wants, you useless twat,’ my mam says. 

| like my mam, she can swear. 

'You get to work,' my dad says to my mam, ‘before we all go starving. ' 
Then he turns back to me, saying, ‘Steal your own fucking bike, you want 
some flash. H aven't | taught you good enough? 

Anyway, he gives in to my wishes eventually, with M am's help, but only 
to turn up with alilac-finisn, nineteen-geared W ombat 207! Put stabilizers 
on it, | couldn't be more embarrassed. 

'W ell say something, you fucker,' says my dad. 

‘Thanks, Dad,'| say, but thinking really you should get arrested for 
stealing such shit. 

'H appy birthday, M elvin,' says my mam. 'Go on now, you'll be late for 
school.' 

But | had my own wheels now, and the school could go fuck itself. So | 
ride myself over to the old biscuit factory on H amlet Road. It was raining 
like forever and the factory looked great against the sky, like a hollow skull 


with a thousand broken windows for eyes. M y dad had his last real job 
there, making tons of custard creams and bourbons and digestives. But now 
that place didn't make crumbs, even. 

Anyway, there's this waste ground behind the factory. W here they pulled 
down the hospital and didn't put up shit to replace it. There used to bea 
pond there but that got drained and now there's just a hole. 

Just a fucking great holein the ground. Absolutely! 

T he crew was out there, circling the hole, making a noise and riding 
down into it like crazy stuff off a vid game. 

| hang around the edges for a while, thinking it's now or never and then 
whoosn! Activate burners! C heck co-ordinates! Commence manual override! 
I'm making like Xtarminator 7 meets Whizz & Chipsin the H ous of Krazy 
M ak Robokat, down down down! I'm shouting something loud and stupid, 
| can't quite remember what. 

Fucking floating, man! Aye, | bet that's what it was. 

Shit, the H ang 5ers think I'm the cops! T hey scatter like chickens till 
they realize it's only me. Then they get angry. D azzle and Spike start 
laughing at me. 

‘Pouf bike or what!" says D azzle. 'W hat is that? A W ombat 205! 

'207,' | answer, trying to make something of it. 

‘Looks more like a pram!" says Spike, and M atchstick starts to laugh and 
twitter along. 

M atchstick was aloony. H e hardly did nowt but laugh and twitter. 

And then the whole crew's laughing except for Flute, who's a girl and 
D azz's girlfriend, so she just hangs back, saying nothing. But even Flute has 
got a better bike than me, so I'm like totally embarrassed. 

'W hat you after?’ says D azzle. 

'H e's after getting twatted,’ says Spike, swinging his dad's hammer. 

‘| wanna beaH ang 5er, Dazz,' | say. '| wanna steal some stuff.’ 

‘Let's see that pram go ride!’ says Spike, making faces. 

D azzle and Spike live on the same street as me, King Lear Walk in the 


Shakespeare Estate, five miles out from N amchester. A right dump, 
Shakespeare is. No big shakes and certainly no spears. | ust a slagheap or 
two, some dirty sparrows and a mangy blackbird. All the streets are named 
after stories by this W illiam Shakespeare guy. D azzle taught me that fact, 
not that he'd ever met this William Shakespeare or anything. H e was quite 
kind to me, Dazzle, when he wasn't hanging five with the crew, and | was 
always after joining. 

‘You're too fucking young,' he says now. 

‘I'm seven today,’ | answer. 

‘You've gotta be eight to join.’ 

‘I've got a bike,’ | say. 

'W owee!’ says Spike. 'It's the fucking M elvmobile! W obble on it! 

‘Fucking wobble!’ says M atchstick. Which isa bit much, coming from 
him. 

‘Shall | take him out, D azz?! says Spike. 

‘Enough,’ says Dazzle ‘Let's do the biz. H ang 5 alivel 

‘See ya around,’ says Spike, laughing. 

‘Around and around,’ echoes M atchstick. H e was seriously in awe of 
Spike, and all he ever said was just a slight copy of Spike's curses. 

T he crew pull down their hats, tug up their collars, pull down their 
hoods, adopt their balaclavas, ride on out of there. 

Alone as forever, just the rain and the biscuit factory. 

So | ride over to school, figuring | can make some excuses for being late. 
Of course, | never quite make it. Instead | head for the Caliban M all. | 
soend the morning there, eating crisos and watching the free shows in the 
TV shop. Krazy M ak Robokat and Xteminator 7. Watching television in a 
shop window is much better than watching it at home, because the T V 
shops have like loads of machines all tuned to different stations, whereas 
my dad only ever has the racing on, or else the porno on cable. Of course, 
you don't receive the sound in a window, but who the fuck needs to listen 
to Whizz & Chipsto get the message? 


Anyway, I'm happy just hanging out in the mall, until some woman sits 
down next to meon the bench, spoiling the pleasure. 'You not in school 
today, M elv? says this woman and it's only when | look that | realize it's 
Jackie Flint sitting next to me, eating aham and pickle sandwich. 

Jackie is D azzle's older sister, like aghteen years old. She's the white 
sheep of the Flint family, because she's actually got ajob. N ot ajob like my 
mam's got ajob, down at the bingo hall, | mean areal job. She was 
working at this techno shop in Caliban M all, selling videocams and 
computers and cd-rom players and such. 

'T he teachers piss me off,’ | reply, nonchalant. 

'W hy's that, then?’ 

'T hey don't teach you the real stuff.' 

‘Fair enough.’ 

| often thought D azzle's mam must have shagged someone aise to 
produce | ackie, because she was so brainy. Jackie had aton of computers 
and various gadgets, up in her bedroom. It was great, cause she could 
always break into the latest rom-game to give us shortcuts. She could break 
any code going. 

Anyway we both just sit there, watching the silent TVs for a while It 
was J ackie’s dinner hour. A security guard comes along and tells me that 
bikes aren't allowed in the mall. J ackie says it's all right, I'm with her, 
which makes me smile out loud, and the ape gives in to her straight away. | 
just knew that he was fancying J ackie something rotten, and why not? So 
would | if | was old enough. 

I'm thinking how easy it would be to nick stuff from the shops in the 
mall, maybe that would impress D azzle enough, when J ackie says to me, 
‘You best go now,' and she turns to kiss the guard, mouth still stuffed with 
ham and sweet pickle. 

| can't understand why she's doing that, but | leave them to it, because 
what else can | do? It's too late for school now, and what does a day lost 
add up to ?N othing much, so | ride around town for a bit, just getting the 


hang of the bike, making the best of a bad wheal job. 

| get home at the right time, just like I've been to school, and the next 
day | turn up at the hole again, but this time! keep away until the H ang 5 
crew actually ride out of there. Then | follow behind, keeping my distance 
just likein the films. T hey head for the Pitstoppers garage on M acbeth 
Street. | watch them all getting into position. 

D azzle's the leader. H e was old, like nine already. Almost past it. H e was 
itching to get a drug-runner job with the N amchester lads. O ut to prove 
himself worthy. H enever did any stealing any more, he just directed the 
traffic. 

A posh car drives into the forecourt, parking behind a dingy red M ini. 

M atchstick was the decoy. H e was eleven years gone, but going on four. 
T he poor kid was totally out of his mansion, which made a good diversion. 
N ow the loony is wobbling into the forecourt, on-bike and singing alittle 
song. 

A posh guy gets out of the posh car, moves over to the pump. H e turns 
to look at M atchstick as he trundles by, howling wild. Good sign. 

Flute was acting as the lookout. Eight years old, a real good-looker in a 
tracksuit and a balaclava. D azzle liked a girl who could handle a bike, and 
this was a beauty. She's no doubt got one eye on the securicam, the other 
on the bloke behind the counter. H opefully, he's busy dealing with another 
customer, the one from the red M ini. 

| see that somebody is still sitting inside the beat-up M ini, looks like an 
Indian guy, or a Pakistani, could cause problems. But then he actually gets 
out of the car, and goes into the shop, maybe to get some cigs or a 
chocolate bar, but this is the best thing — he's left a window wide open! 

M eanwhile, the posh guy at the pump is smiling at M atchstick. 

I'm watching all this from above, with my new wheels perched on a 
Slagheap. W ell, it used to be a slagheap, till the council grassed it over, 
called it atheme park. Slagworld. | pull down the hat, tug up the collar, 
pull down the hood, adopt the balaclava. Actually, this wasn't an official 


H ang 5er balaclava, but the balaclava that my dad used to wear when he 
was a young biker thief. | stole it from his bottom drawer. 

Flute gives the signal to go, and Spike darts out from behind the garage 
on his Boomerang 509, supercharged! Spike was the second-in-command, 
almost nine. H e rides over to the posh car, smashes the window with his 
dad's hammer, reaches in. 

T he posh guy turns at the sound. N o doubt the joker behind the 
counter turns as well, startled. M aybe even the owner of the M ini car turns 
around. I'm watching all this from the grass, perched to fly. By which time 
M atchstick has vanished and Spike is flying away with the posh guy's case, 
stolen from the car. 

Easy meat! and then I'm flying too, scooting after leftovers. Into the 
forecourt even as the guy is rushing to his car, the securicam is whirring, 
and the bloke behind the counter is calling the cops. But there! am, sliding 
up next to the M ini. Window open, | look inside, where a stupid little 
handbag is just waiting for me. Excellent! T he brown guy is running out of 
the shop now, a young woman with him, but way too slow because! reach 
in, grab the bag, and then out of there! Fucking great stuff. Flying home! 

It took all my knowledge to shake off the M ini, and | was proud of that. 

So we all meet up down the hole, and D azzle lays in straight away, 
telling me off for being so stupid, for going in so late. | tell him | got 
summat, didn't 1?1 got the woman's handbag. W hat did Spike get? Only a 
fucking attache case. 

T here's fucking over a hundred quid in here, you twat!’ says Spike, 
throwing the case at me. 'You nearly blew us widel’ 

‘But | didn't,’ | say. 

'T hat's right,’ says Flute. 'N obody got caught. Let's see what the kid 
got.' 

'You fuck off, girlie,’ says Spike. 'Like who asked you? 

‘Enough,’ says D azzle, opening the handbag, pulling some stuff out of 
there. Some tampons, a wallet with £15 in it, a beef sandwich in polythene, 


a computer disk, a photograph of a puppy dog, an A—Z map of 

N amchester. N othing much else. Oh yeah, a bird's feather, don't ask me 
what that's doing in there. Green-and-yellow coloured. But then the eyes 
light up on Dazzle H epulls out a piece! 

T hat makes the crew go quiet, let me tell you, even though it was only a 
tiny, girl-friendly mode. 

‘Jesus bikel’ says Spike. 

‘ls it loaded?’ asks Flute. 

Click, click. ‘Sure is.' 

‘}esus Mountain bike!’ says M atchstick, laughing and twitching. 

'W hat's a lousy handbag carrier doing with a gun? asks Flute. 'W hat was 
she protecting? But nobody answers. 

D azzle tucks the gun and the wallet into his rucksack and then hands the 
bag and remaining contents back to me. 'T his is yours to keep, M elvin,' he 
says. And then, 'TheM ev isin. But only on atrial basis, OK? Welll give 
him seven days.’ 

‘Absolutely!’ | shout. 

‘Oh fuck,’ says Spike. 'T he crew is doomed. ' 

‘Crew super-doomed,' echoes M atchstick. 

'H efound us agun, didn't he? says Flute, and I'm sure there's alittle 
smile between us, but most probably I'm just thinking there should be. 

So D azzle gives us our next job. H ang 5 alive! During which | perform 
the lookout duties like a trainee N am U nited defender. | do OK. Another 
three jobs after that, then we call it a day. D azzle gives us our share of the 
takings. | get the lowest except for M atchstick, who would only spend it on 
sweets or something. | tell D azz that the gun must be worth hundreds. He 
tells me to fuck off, that he’s the manager and that he has to sell it first. 
Thisis on account, he says. 

| get £45 for the trouble. T he most I've ever had. And when | get home 
| give my mam atenner for the housekeeping. M y dad starts to warn me 
about messing about with kids like D azzle, but my mam says he's only 


jealous and way past it. 

| like my mam. She's had a hard fucking life bringing me up, and | don't 
blame her. Also, she’s got tattoos. And she said that | could hang around 
with the gang as long as! didn't neglect the studying too much, which | 
promised not to do. 

Anyway, that's how | got to join the H ang 5 crew. 

T hat night | go up to my bedroom early, in order to examine the 
handbag. | eat the beef sandwich, throw the tampon and the photo of the 
puppy and the stupid bird's feather into the waste-paper basket. | look at 
the computer disk. M aybe it's a game? | slip it into the computer, and this 
title screen comes up, FLIGHT PATH 5.02 it says, and underneath that, 
DEMO VERSION. M ust bean air-sim with aname like that, and there's no 
real interface or anything, just these lines of techno stuff. Says it's been 
programmed by somebody called Celia H obart. M aybe H obart was the 
stupid woman in the M ini car, leaving her window open like that, doesn't 
she know there's some right bastards around? And I'm thinking this must 
bea premarket copy, when what should happen but a PRESS-TO-PLAY Icon 
comes up. 

| mouse on over and do the old clickety-click. 

T he screen lights up with a feather, yeah an animated bird's feather, just 
like the onel'd thrown away, sparkling with a million greens and yellows. 
I'm kind of pulled in by the sight, likel'm on drugs or something. | should 
be so lucky. 

But nothing else happens, just this feather floating around the screen, 
like forever. No matter what keys! press, it just stays there, turning slowly. 
So I'm thinking I've stolen a bloody screen-saver, when a PASSWORD 
PLEASE message comes up. Straight off | try the usual suspects that J ackie 
taught me, GOD, JESUS, SECRET, PASSWORD, MOTHER, 
FATHER, but none of them work, and after the six bad choices the 
password window vanishes, likel've used up my options, just leaving the 
feather, still spinning and there's nothing! can do about it. 


I'm thinking that maybe! should send a net message to D azzle, just to 
tell him that the disk has got a password, but that would make me look 
stupid, wouldn't it? Anyway, it makes me feel tired, just watching the 
feather, likel should lie down and sleep. Before doing so | grab the real 
feather from the basket and lay it on my pillow, | don't know why, and the 
smell of it makes me drowsy, and the spinning, spinning on the screen, the 
spinning, the spinning, and | didn't even know that feathers had a smell... 

T he next day | turn up at the hole, all excited for my second day's 
adventures, but nobody's there. |'m wondering what's up, like maybe 
they're avoiding me on purpose. | check out the Pitstoppers garage again, 
but there's no sign of action there, and | don't know any other places that 
the H ang 5ers patrol. Instead | ride over to the Caliban M all, to see if 
Jackie knows where D azzle's riding today, and to ask her about the disk I've 
stolen. 

[t's hours before her dinnertime, so | head for the shop where she works, 
which is called YE OLDE COMPUTER SHOPPE. J eez! T he guard from 
yesterday is hanging around outside, obviously wanting another Kiss, so | 
tell him to mind my bike, cause! haven't got round to nicking alock for it 
yet. H ewants to argue, but already I'm inside the shop and looking for 
Jackie. 

She doesn't know where her brother is, so | ask her if she'd havea go at 
cracking a password for me. | take the disk out of my bumbag, but not the 
feather, yeah I've brought that along as well, don't ask me why. It's quiet 
just then, so Jackie slots the disk into one of the shop's best computers. The 
title screen comes up, and then the pixel feather, but nothing else. 'W here's 
the password window? Jackie asks. 

‘It vanished. | tried six words, and then it vanished.’ 

‘Right. It knows you're not the owner. I'll take it home, have a look.’ 

T hanks.' 

Just then there's some kind of commotion going on outside, and who 
should come in but D azzle himself, followed by the stupid guard, who's 


looking pissed off about something, maybe the fact that D azzle has actually 
ridden his bike into the shop! W ish I'd thought of that. H e rides his bike 
all round the displays, laughing like he's on something wicked, obviously 
thinking to cause his sister some trouble, it was like that between then 
sometimes, and the guard is jogging along trying to keep up, but not doing 
very well. 

Jackie is shouting at him to get out, and that brings the manager out 
from his office, and then they're all making some noise, J ackie, the guard 
and the manager. I'm the only one that's keeping quiet, mainly because | 
can see that D azzle's not got his balaclava on, which is strange, but maybe 
he's not up to big trouble today, just messing about. M aybe that's why he 
didn't wait for me, the job wasn't big enough for it. Aye, that must be it. 

But then there's more noise, from outside this time, and D azzle does an 
absolute spin-turn, glides past the guard easy, and then gone, through the 
door and racing! I'm outside in a second, because what the hell is 
happening? 

D azzle is speeding across the mall, and | get on my bike to follow but 
the W ombat 207 isno match for the Boomerang 509. Then | see the 
trouble. T here's araid going on, over past the dried-up fountain. Alarms 
are doing the noise thing, and there goes Flute racing for the nearest exit, 
and M atchstick more or less going round in circles, and then Spike 
careening out of amusic shop carrying some booty, looked like a handful 
of promo T-shirts. T hey were all masked up as per regulations but D azzle 
wasn't. | could see he was pissed off at the raid. Spike must have gone in on 
a whim, which D azzle always hated, just likel'd done yesterday. At least I'd 
got away with it, because a trio of security guards were chasing Spike and 
Jackie's boyfriend wasn't far behind. Spike made a nice move, managed to 
find agap, sped off after Flute. M atchstick wasn't so fast. H ed fallen off his 
bike somehow. D azzle had reached him, and was trying to help him up 
when the guards moved in on them. 

D azzle did something then, let me tell you. H e pulled out the gun, the 


one that I'd stolen, forgotten all about, but | was proud of that, very proud, 
especially when he aimed it at the nearest guard and started shouting wild 
things, top-shelf abuse. 

Abso-fucking-lutely! 

T he guards backed off, and so did |, because it was suddenly too deep 
for me and too crazy. | hid behind the fountain, watching from there, and 
Jackie came up beside me, cursing at her brother for being so stupid. 

D azzle had managed to get M atchstick back on his bike and the kid was 
racing out of there, under cover of the gun. D azzle was all set to follow 
when we heard the copcars wailing and it was time to make with the quick 
exit, Whizz & Chips on a sesame bun style! 

| didn't know where to go, but school was out and so was home, so | 
went down the hole and sure enough Flute and Spike and M atchstick were 
there, all screaming at each other, well Flute and Spike were, M atchstick 
was just lying in a folded heap, crying his eyes out. 'T hey've got D azz!’ he 
was saying, over and over. 'T hey've got D azz! Cops got D azz" 

M ad times. 

| went up slow as! could, but Spike turned on me straight away, calling 
mea coward for keeping back, yeah, he'd seen me hiding behind the 
fountain. | guess he was just trying to shove the blame on to me, that'sOK, 
| can see the need. Flute tried to stick up for me, but | Know when I'm not 
wanted, | went riding, riding, riding. Riding just anywhere until | found 
some rain to cycle through and that felt good, hood down and getting my 
hair wet. 

T hat evening, after | got home, | kept quiet about what had happened, 
because! didn't want my mam finding out I'd been so scared. | soent some 
time in my room, pretending to do some homework, but really just staring 
at that stupid feather for ages, like! could fall into the colours and maybe 
fly amillion miles away. 

| came down for my tea, and the tele was on as always, my dad waiting 
for the sports news. T hen everything went crazy because it was like! was 


back in the mall and having to watch the trouble over and over for ever. It 
was just' anewsitem about the trouble, but that's what it felt like anyway. 
It was all there, captured on an overhead securicam, Spike racing out of the 
Shop and Flute racing off and M atchstick falling off his bike and Dazzle 
pulling the gun on the guards. T he camera didn't reach behind the 
fountain, so | wasn't on film. Damn it, would've liked to have been. There 
was some tight-faced reporter going on about youth crime and that was 
pretty good, but the best thing of all is what they'd done to D azzle's face. 
T here he was being dragged off by the cops and his face had been hidden 
behind these special effects. OK, D azz was captured but it didn't matter 
now because he was famous. Famous for being an expert biker and a 
fucking great captain, but most of all famous for having been pixellated. 
Video masked! Like covered up in these computerized little coloured 
squares to protect his identity. 

U Itimate for ever, or what? 

D azzle's mam and dad were ever so proud to have ther son on the tele, 
and with a pixel face at that. T hat night they invited all the street round to 
view a video recording of the broadcast. It was a real nice party. M y own 
mam and dad were there, and so were Flute and Spike and M atchstick. 
Even Jackie's boyfriend, that fat guard from the mall, even he was there 
believe it or not, beaming at his own television appearance. J ackie was 
roaming around the party, filming the splendid occasion on her latest 
digital videocam. ‘Always at my back | hear,’ she says, ‘time's winged 
security guard drawing near.' | tell her to take that stinking cam out of my 
face. | was still angry at not being on the tele, | guess. I'm thinking that 
more than anything! would love to have a pixel face just like D azzle's: that 
would make me a real H ang 5er beyond all measure! J ackie says to her 
mam that she could maybe unpixellate D azzle, given the technology she 
could maybe steal from the shop. Of course, the parents refused. T hey 
liked their boy being hidden, | guess, although they did complain that he 
really should have worn his balaclava, as was passed down from his dear old 


imprisoned uncle. N obody seemed bothered that D azzle had been arrested, 
it was all a part of the family tradition. 

Later on, after the booze is nearly gone, J ackie gives me back the flight 
path disk, saying it was too dangerous to Keep in the house because it's got 
a homing device on it. | ask her what she means and she tells me that using 
up Six guesses at the password had activated a signal to go through the net 
channels, so that the owners would soon know exactly where it was. ‘It's an 
Exocet soft,’ she said. ‘And your computer's the target. | managed to hide 
my address just in time.’ 

‘Can't you hide mine? Can't you? 

'T 00 late, M elv. They're on to you.’ 

| think she was just trying to scare me, because she was as drunk as! was, 
but then my dad says that somebody did call round this afternoon, asking 
for any kids in the house. 

'W hat? I'm trying my best not to show how frightened | am. 

‘Don't worry,' my dad says, 'l told them to get stuffed. ' 

'T hem? 

‘Yeah. A woman, and some Paki bloke.’ 

M y dad's laughing at me and | think everybody is by then, the whole 
party, even my mam. So on the way home, riding through the rain, | drop 
the disk down a grid. M aybe that was real stupid of me, | don't know, but 
all the time! was expecting a beat-up red M ini to pull out of a side street. 
And when | got home, the first thing! did was erase the copy of Flight 
Path 5.02 from my hard drive. 

| went to sleep after hours of just lying there, staring at the real feather, 
which sparkled even in the dark, and | had a great dream, | was riding 
through the mall, mask off, posing for the securicam, full tilt to rescue not 
only M atchstick from the guards but D azzle as well, who made me his new 
assistant the next day down the hole. Flute gave mea kiss, M atchstick was 
copying my words, and Spike was happy to follow me. H e even swapped 
bikes with me! 


| wake up early, stick the feather in my bumbag, like! can't leave it 
alone. Of course when | got to the hole, there was just M atchstick waiting 
there, sitting beside his bike. 'W here's Spike and Flute? | asked. 

‘Don't know,' he replied. 'l'm waiting for D azzle.' 

| noticed then that D azzle's bike lay under M atchstick's. 'D azzle ain't 
coming today,’ | said. 

‘N ot coming? N o. H e always comes. Look, | got his bike. W ent back for 
it after the cops took him. Did! do good, M elvin?’ 

‘You did brilliant, Stick.’ 

'D azzle can't get arrested. H e wouldn't let that happen. D azzle will be 
here soon. Will you wait with me? 

'M atchstick, | can't. I'm going to school.' 

‘School? 

‘Yeah. W hy don't you come with me' 

But he wouldn't, so | left the poor kid just sitting there, what else could 
| do? But when | got to the top of the rise, | see this beat-up red M ini 
driving over the waste ground towards me. I'm about to hit top gear except 
| suddenly can't. It's like the force has gone out of me, like happened to 
K razy M ac Robokat in that episode with the giant T wister W ipe snake. I'm 
just sitting there astride my bike, waiting for the car to come get me. | 
guess | wanted to get it finished, because what else could go wrong? 

Anyway, the M ini stops and | can see the woman in the passenger seat 
and the Pakistani guy beside her. It's him that gets out of the car, the 
woman just stays there like she's the big boss or something, like she's 
D azzle to Spike's action. 

As the man's walking towards me! hear M atchstick coming up close 
behind. 'Who's this, M ev? he asks. | tell him not to be scared, get back 
down the hole, get on his bike. But he doesn't, he just stands there waiting. 

'W here is it? 

[t's the man talking. | snake my head, wipe some sweat away. 

‘Come on.’ 


'T hrew it away,’ | reply. 

‘Best not have.' 

‘Yeah. It's down a grid.’ 

N ow he's angry, takes a step forward. M atchstick is gone suddenly, don't 
know where. It's just me and the man, and his face is right up in front of 
mine with his hands holding the handlebars tight, | think he's going to 
throw me off. 

‘Down agrid!' | shout. 'And | wiped it from my hard drive.’ 

'N ot the disk, kid. T he feather.’ 

T he feather? 

‘Come here! W here's the feather? 

N ow he's grabbed me by the shoulders and |'m thinking what's all this 
about, some stupid bit off a dead bird? So I'm shouting for him to get off 
and leave me alone, the same time trying to get me and the bike out from 
under him until he throws the both of us, that's me and bike, aside. | land 
with the bike half on top of me and when | get up | bring the bike with 
me, the whole thing in two hands, just pick it up and throw it at him. 

Yes! 

H its him square. 

H enearly falls. | think he will, but he doesn't. H e grabs my bike, 
smashes it down. | can see already that the front wheel is buckled, so I'm 
just standing there, facing him off just like the movies. H e's standing there 
as well, | think I've impressed him a little because he starts smiling at me 
'H ow about we make a deal, kid?’ H e’s taken out his wallet, and he's 
waving some notes around. 'T wenty quid,' he says. 

‘Twenty quid?! can nick that in two minutes.’ 

Fifty? 

‘Fifty? J ust for the feather? 

H enods, and | nod back. H e wants the feather, but | want the money 
first. H e gives it to me, and I'm thinking maybe! should just run now. But 
instead | unzip my bumbag and take out the feather. The woman has got 


out of the car, she's waiting for me to hand it over. | can see now she's only 
young, maybe only twice my age. 'It'sOK, Celia,’ he says back at her, and | 
Suppose it is because! hand over the feather. 

'W hat is it? | ask. 

‘Beautiful, isn't it? he says. 

'Yes. It's the most beautiful thing I've ever seen.’ 

H e laughs at that, as well he might, cause there ain't much beauty in my 
life to compare it to. ‘Did you use it? he asks. 

'U seit? 

‘Did you dream with it? 

'W hat? 

'‘N ever mind. | hope it was a good one. For your sake.’ 

Then he's gone, back into the car, the woman beside him. | watch the 
red M ini till it disappears, then have a look at my bike. Busted. M atchstick 
has vanished, but Dazzle's bike is * waiting for me down in the hole. Why 
not? D azzle won't be needing it now, not for a while anyway. I'll keep it 
warm for him. 

| think about school for a bit, | really do. | even start to ride over there, 
but the feel of aBoomerang 509 under me with the seat set high and the 
weight of the wheels is too much to resist. | spend the day in a wild spree, 
doing wheelies and flips, which come easy with the good bike, and 
checking out some possible victims for alittle snatch and chase of me own. 

| get home late and get my mam mad by telling her | haven't been in to 
school. | tell her tomorrow definitely I'll start keeping my promises. M y 
dad wants to know where! got the flash bike but | tell him to piss off down 
the pub where he belongs. M y mam then says that the cops have let D azzle 
out, and that something's happened, she's not sure what. So | ride over to 
D azzle's house, already pissed off that | have to give up the good bike so 
soon and why had | left mine down the hole so easily? But when | get there 
all that falls away because all the gang's in, watching the tele, Dazzle and 
Jackie and Spike and Flute and M atchstick too. They're all bunched up 


round the tele, like it's the W orld Cup final and England are winning with 
ten seconds to go or something. But they go quiet when | walk in. | ask 
what's up, but all they do is make way for me likel'm some kind of hero or 
something. T hey sit me down in front of the tele, and it's D azzle who gives 
up his seat for me. H e uses the remote to restart the vid, the one showing 
his glorious arrest. I'm wondering why | have to sit through this again, but 
then | see it's not the same programme, this one was broadcast earlier this 
evening, some kind of follow-up report no doubt. 'M elvin, you are the 
bomb!’ says Dazzle, and before! can ask, the reporter has finished speaking 
| don't know what and the security film from the mall starts rolling. 

T here's D azzle on the screen just before the cops come get him, then the 
camera closes in on his lovely pixellated face till it's filling the screen. T hen 
the pixels start to pop one by one like bubbles and it's not his face 
underneath them, it's my face! 

| look around at Dazzle, who's smiling, and at the others and nobody's 
saying anything especially not me until Flute asks, 'H ow the fuck did you 
do that, M elv? 

| look at Jackie, thinking she's behind it with her hi-tech wizardry but 
she just looks at me smiling and says, 'N ot me, M elv. This is from the cop 
station, and the copy at the mall is the same, | checked.’ 

'T he cops don't know what to do, Pixel!’ shouts Spike, ruffling my hair. 

‘Cops don't know nothing about Pixel Face!’ pipes up M atchstick, then 
they're all hugging me and slapping my back likel'm ahero, and you know 
what? | am ahero, | am a fucking hero! 

Anyway that's how it happened, | swear. T hat's how | got my new 
name, and that's how D azzle donated me his Boomerang 509 like for ever 
and that's how | became a full-time member of the H ang 5ers, except that 
now were called the Pixelkids. And | don't care if you cops don't believe 
me because that's what happened and | can't explain it and | don't even 
want to. 


